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In Luce Tua
Comment on the Significant News by the Editors
Days of Grace
effectual, fervent prayer of righteous men ami
women availed much in those trying October clays
when a miracle was needed !Inc! a miracle happened
to prevent the outbreak of World War Ill. But we
live now, more obviously than ever before, on borrowed
time. The intercessory prayers of God's people can,
at best, only postpone the day of Divine vengeance.
The world which has been saved by those prayers must
now use these days of grace to purge itself of those
abominations which have called down the Divine wrath
upon it.
This purging must begin in the household of God,
the Church. The time is long past when the Church
could afford petty squabbles over trifling questions of
doctrine and practice. It is high time we devoted the
energies which we have spent on one-upping brethren
to our proper task in this world, the reconciliation of
man with God and man with man. We think il is
much too late in the clay to be haggling over such interesting but incidental questions as whether the early
chapters of Genesis are to be read literally or nonliterally or to be so caught up in the routine of churchmanship that we forget why the Church is in the world
in the first place. We call for a truce in interdenominational sniping and a single-hearted concentration on
the urgent task of the Church, the proclamation of
Jesus Christ as Lord and Savior.

T

HE

Outside the Church, this purging must begin in our
own communities and our own country. What men
sow they reap, and we have been assiduously sowing
"fornicalion, uncleanness, inordinate affection, evil concupiscence, and covetousness, which is idolatry: for
which things' sake the wrath of God cometh on the
children of disobedience." Sodom was once rescued
from the consequences of war, only to be destroyed by
fire and brimstone from the Lord. We can dismiss
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out of hand any prideful notion that it was our "get
tough" policy that staved off thermonuclear destruction. "lt is of the Lord's mercies that we are not
consumed, because His compassion faileth not" but even the Divine patience can finally be provoked
to avenging wrath.
Finally, our world must purge · itself of the abom ination of weapons which give man power which he has
so far demonstrated no capacity_ to exercise responsibl y.
The destruction of these weapons can be accomplished
only under the authority and direction of a world
government vested with the legal and military power
to enforce its decisions. lf we did not know it before,
we must know now that the day of the national sta te,
with all its pretensions to sovereignty, is as dead as the
Holy Roman Empire. There are not one hundred-plus
nations in the modern world, but two. And the urgent
task of statesmanship on both sides of the Iron Curtain
is to take that last, most urgent, most painful, and mos t
essential step of bringing these two into one.

Toward a Stronger U.N.
More than once during those grim days of late October, we found ourselves · saying: "Thank God for the
United Nations." We are as conscious as anyone of
its imperfections and we have some grave m isgivings
about certain of its structural defects, but it m ust be
obvious even to the U.N.'s severest critics that it is, at
the moment, the best instrument we have for resolving
conflicts which would otherwise almost certainly lead
to war.
The narrow escape from disaster which the world
has so recently experienced should lead us to consider
strengthening the United Nations so that it could be
an even more effective conservator of the peace. U ltimately it must become a world government in the full
sense of the term. But for the present there are steps
short of world government which could be taken by

international agreement, among them the following:
I . The creation of an international police force
which would immediately take over the garrisoning of
all bases maintained by any nation outside its own
boundaries.
2. The creation of an international arms authority
which would be given the custodianship of all existing
thermonuclear weapons and power to conduct whatever inspections might be necessary to assure that no
additional thermonuclear weapons are being manufactured.
3. The establishment of a commission of neutral nations
to work out the details for establishing a neutral zone
between the NATO countries and the Warsaw Pact
countries.
4. The reunification and internationalization of Berlin as a free city under United Nations control for a
period of perhaps twenty-five years.
We would not expect these recommendations to be
received with unrestrained enthusiasm in either Washington or Moscow. Both capita ls show signs of still
being captive to certain quaint and archaic notions
that total vic tory is a possibility in total war. But the
rest of the world, it seems to us, is sick of living under
the daily threat of annihilation and is prepared to do
whatever may be necessary to help the two great powers
to find honorable ways out of a situation in which it
must be feared that the heat of emotion has blinded .
them to the probable disastrous consequences of their
quarrel.

The Event and Its Aftermath
Now what abo ut the action of our government in the
Cuba crisis? Were the President and his advisers justified in risking all-out war for the sake of eliminating
the threat posed by the Soviet missile bases in Cuba?
We think that it was not the presence of these bases
which was chiefly a t issue. Apparently the Soviet
leaders wanted to know just how much muscle there
was behind the President's often-expressed determination to resist further Communist aggression. It was
o ur opinion at the time, and it is still our opinion, that
the President acted not only in the best interests of
our country but also, given the present situation of
world anarchy, the best interests of mankind. We believe that the decisive action which he took was greatly
enha nced by his previous record of restra int. And
we were greatly pleased by the magnanimous note
which _. he sent Chairman Khrushchev in response to
the Russian offer to remove the ir installations in Cuba.
The frightening thing in the situation was that so
much depended, through all of those harrowing days,
upon two men - President Kennedy and Chairman
Khrushchev. Had either one acted recklessly or impulsively or irrationally, the o utcome might have been
vastly different. And what assurance have we that
there may not come a time when one or both parties
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to a similar situation may not be a hot-head or a lunatic?
Given the present leadership of both countries, we
anticipate more contests of strength and more tests of
determination, but we are reasonably confident that
neither side would take the irrevocable action. What
the situation may be five or ten years from now is
another matter. Great nations have, in the past, thrust
up such leaders as Hitler and Mussolini who, if they
were not actually mad, were at least crowding the edge
of sanity. And there is no country on earth that does
not have its hot-heads, some of them in high places.
Khrushchev may be considerably less than our ideal
of the Christian Prince, but he may also be the best
and most reasonable Russian leader that we shall have
the opportunity to deal with for a while. If he is now
convinced that we mean what we say it is at least
possible that he may be inclined to do business with
us on serious measures to ease world tensions and normalize the world situation. At least we should make a
serious attempt to come to honorable terms with him
- terms which would involve neither appeasement nor
retreat but an honest recognition that, for both our
countries, the alternatives are co-existence or non-existence.

Advice from an Expert
One of the many lessons which Cuba has underlined
is that it is an oversimplification to blame a country's
going Communist on economic causes. Pre-Castro Cuba
had its grave economic problems, but in many ways
Cuba was one of the most prosperous of the Latin
American co untries, and certainly the revolution which
brought Castro to power was not primarily a revolt
against poverty or hunger or other economic ills. It
was a genuinely popular revolution which was taken
over and perverted by a small, disciplined cadre of
Communists who operated as similar groups have operated in other countries by first aligning themselves
with democratic groups and then, when victory was
achieved, turning upon those groups.
This being the case, we must find some more effective
way of buttressing freedom in the world than by merely
strewing dollars about. Financial assistance there must
be, in even greater quantity than we have offered it
before. But the money must be offered as more than
a bribe or a handout. It must serve as tangible evidence of our determination to create in our world, as
Walter Reuther has put it, "a positive moral force,
stronger than the negative forces of the immorality that
make for war."
Reuther, speaking recently in Detroit "as a human
being and as a Christian," noted that he had proposed
as long ago as 1950 that the people of the United
States through agencies of the United Nations make
an economic and moral commitment to spend in the
next hundred years a sum for peace equal to what we
spent in the forty-four months of World War II in
THE CRESSET
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waging war. This works out to a staggering figure about one trillion, three hundred billion dollars. The
point is, we wanted victory so badly that we were
willing to spend it. Do we want peace any less badly?
"The only way peace and freedom and social justice
can be made secure for ourselves is to make them universally secure so all of God's children may share these
blessings," Reuther insists. "We can't limit these basic
values to ourselves. We can have them only as we share
them with the whole human family."
Reuther asserts that "the great tragedy of America
is that we dissipate the resources which are the margin
of survival" in the struggle between ourselves and the
Communists, and that while we are doing so the gap
between the "have" and the "have not" peoples of
the world gets larger and more dangerous. He cites the
fact that in 1949 the per capita income of the United
States was 26 times as great as that in India, and that
by 1958 it was 32 times as great.
But where will we get the money for such an ambitious program of moral leadership? Reuther contends
that "if we will use but a small portion of the economic
progress we are capable of making each year with full
employment and a full production economy, we can
allocate enough money to the positive job of waging
the peace, to fight poverty and hunger and ignorance
and disease so that we can create the dynamics of a
moral force strong enough to get the world off dead
center and get it on the march toward peace."
Walter Reuther knows more about Communism, and
has fought it more effectively, than almost any other
American. He has been ignored or vilified in the past
because the prescriptions he has offered us have demanded sacrifices which we were unwilling to make.
Perhaps now that we understand a little more clearly
what war would cost us we will at least give him a
hearing.

The Rejection of War
Article XVI of the Augsburg Confession ("Of Civil
Affairs") asserts that "lawful civil ordinances are good
works of God, and that it is right for Christians ... to
engage in just wars, to serve as soldiers ... " For some
432 years, therefore, Lutherans and most other Protestants have found it relatively easy to follow their
national leaders into any war that was not, on the face
of it, an unjust war. Indeed, we know of no instance
where any considerable number of Lutherans refused
to participate in a war on the grounds that it was unjust.
The development of thermonuclear weapons capable
of devastating the earth has, in recent years, reopened
the question of the Christian's participation in war.
As long ago as 1956, the Reverend Ralph L. Moellering,
in a book entitled Modern War and the American
Churches, suggested that "when we pause to ponder
the perils of atomic warfare, we may well . . . express
a legitimate doubt that war can possibly have any
DECEMBER 1962

meaning in terms of right and wrong." Moellering
allowed for the use of force to "resist intrigue and suppress insurrection when they threaten us," but he insisted that "we must reject war as an instrument for
achieving good."
This past summer, one of the most respected voices
in contemporary American Lutheranism, Dr. Conrad
Bergendoff, made an eloquent statement on this same
subject. "I for one am persuaded," Dr. Bergendoff
said, "by those Christians who hold that modern
nuclear war is against the will of God. Whatever may
have been the grounds on which Christians once argued in defense of 'just wars,' I do not believe that
there is any Christian justification for atomic bombing
which indiscriminately destroys men, women and children by the thousands." Dr. Bergendo££ continued:
The time has come when the ghastliness of war should
henceforth make it impossible for Christian teachers to
speak of war in terms like "just" or "holy." There was
in former times some regard for propomion between means
and end. There were times when peoples were willing to scarifice for a worthy goal, though even then they may have
been mistaken in their judgment of the kind of sacrifice
demanded. But today the holocaust of nuclear explosions
destroys the goal itself. We are no longer in the realm of
sacrifice but in the dominion of suicide.
The conscience of innumerable Christians is aware of
this indefensibility of mode.rn war. We can no more bless
nuclear war than we could bless a smaHpox plague. We
need to remove from war any consecration it may think it
can receive from the Church.

It as interesting that a 24-member committee of the
Protestant Episcopal Church came to an almost identical conclusion:
The church must proclaim categorical condemnation of
total, all-out war.
Under modern conditions, such war
cannot serve any moral or even useful purpose. Every
possible moral force must be summoned to prevent its
occurrence.
It is becoming increasingly evident that all-out modern
war cannot protect the world's peoples, that an atomic
holocaust cannot serve the purposes that war may once
have served as an instrument of poli<tical or police action
to secure justice and peace, that total war under modern
conditions is self-defeating and that it will ullterly fail to
secure peace with the enemy or even peace within the
borders of the countries waging it.

It is right for Christians to engage in just wars. But
can there be a just war in an age of thermonuclear
weapons?

Goodies All Around
So far as individual candidates are concerned, every
election leaves its wake of elation and disappointment.
One of the many reasons why we admire politicians
is that they are engaged in one of the most hazardous
of occupations. Ingratitude is the reward of republics,
and no man who has been involved in public life for
any length of time is altogether unscarred.
But setting aside the feelings of individual victors
and losers, the election last month should have left
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both parties feeling pretty happy. The Congressional
results can only be interpreted as a strong vote of confidence in the Kennedy administration and, barring
some major blow to Mr. Kennedy's popularity, he
seems quite certain of re-election in 1964. Whether his
legislative program will fare any better at the hands of
the new Congress is another matter; it takes more than
the shift of a few seats to overthrow the RepublicanSouthern Democratic coalition that has controlled the
Congress since 1938.
The Republicans came out of the election with several attractive new personalities, among them Governorselect Romney and Scranton. Perhaps equally significant, they were not saddled with any important new
ultra-Rightists. And, for whatever it may mean, the
question of Mr.
ixon's role in the party was settled.
We suspect that the same can be said for Mr. Rockefeller's role; his showing against a straw man was not
impressive.
All in all, we think that the country also came out
of this election in better shape than it had been before. The narrowness of the President's margin of
victory in 1960 could be misinterpreted a broad as an
indication that he was a kind of accidental President
lacking united support of his policies. Coming so
shortly after the Cuban crisis, the election should
serve to underline the fact that Mr. Kennedy acts from
a position of strong popular support and confidence
and that, particularly in the area of foreign policy, our
adversaries have no realistic grounds for hoping that
partisan differences would prevent us from acting as
a united people on questions of national survival.
Finally - and we found this one of the most hope·
ful trends emerging from this election - the results
seem to indicate that the day of the political coattailrider is fast ending. Bumblers and incompetents who
might have ridden to victory under a party label not
too many years ago didn't make it this time. Apparently more of us than ever before are splitting our votes,
even in large cities where straight-party voting has
long been traditional. One of the almost certain consequences of this will be that party slate-makers will
be more discriminating in their choices of candidates
for those minor offices which, in the past, have been
snug harbors for party hacks.

0. A. Geiseman ( Obiit 1962)
We hav~ known for several months that this editorial
would have to be written, but it is not the sort of thing
one can write until he has to. 0. A. Geiseman was one
of the founders of this magazine and, for seventeen
years, one of its associate editors. His contributions to
our thought and work were many, important, and
largely anonymous. For The Cresset, for the congregation which he served for forty years, and for the
Church which he loved and served with all of his con-
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siderable prophetic powers there is a great, gaping
open space where he once stood.
Geisie was one of the most rambunctious members
of a rambunctious generation of churchmen. He could
be kind as few men cou ld be kind, but whatever he
found the Word bound by any human obstacles to
its free course his instinctive reaction was to reach for
the meat-axe. And the sight of Geisie standing at Armageddon and battling for the Lord was something to
purge the soul with pity and with terror.
But the gallant fighter was, more than anything
else, a dedicated pastor. In the quiet of his study he
could be the most patient and understanding of men.
In the face of human sin and frailty he was unshockable for, like his Lord, he knew what was in the heart
of man and he was ready to take men as he found
them. But he was never content to leave them where
he found them. The grace of God which he offered
to those who came to him with their problems was
always free, but never cheap. And he did not waste
his time on those who were looking for painless cures.
But among the many who mourn .his passing are
hundreds who, by reason of him, went away and believed on Jesus. May he rest in peace.

I

Anna Eleanor Roosevelt ( Obiit 1962)
The only queens that a republic has are those who are
enthroned in the hearts of its people. Anna Eleanor
Roosevelt won her throne the hard way, but for years
she sat serenly and securely upon it, loved and respected
even by many who hated her husband.
She was a very gallant lady, an ugly duckling who
became one of the world's most beautiful women, an
aristocrat who spent a long lifetime in good works. It
will be a long time before we look upon her likes again.

Year•s End
This past year has been an unusually turbulent one
in the church, in our country, and in the world. But
it was also an unusually profitable year. Issues that
had to come to a head sometime did just that - in
Cleveland, in Oxford, Mississippi, and in Cuba. And
the skies are much clearer now at year's end than they
were last January.
This was a great ye'!-r to be alive and to be involved
in the affairs of the church and the world. But it
was the kind of year that makes one even more eager
than usual for Christmas to come. The condition of
man is struggle, but the destiny of man is peace. The
struggle would make little sense if one could not hear
"above its Babel sounds, the blessed angels sing."
We hope that this Christmas the song will come
through loud and clear for all of our readers and that
it will echo down the new year. And may the God of
hope fill us all with all joy and peace in believing,
that we may abound in hope.
THE CRESSET
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AD LIB.
The Annual Greeting Card Problem
--------------8 y

A L F R E D

high up in one of our closets is a large
crammed full with the Christmas cards we
received last year. Ostensibly we have held onto them
in order to answer the notes many of them contained.
I don't recall our ever using them for this purpose,
probably because the usual "We're all fine. How are
you and your family?" type of message doesn't require
too much of an answer. It may be that we hold on to
some of the cards in the hope that within a year's time
we can identify the donors of the card signed simply
"Alice and George" when we know no couple with these
first names. As a rule, we don't get this box down until
after all of our cards are sent anyway.
When we do get them down we send them, in
response to someone's request, to some hospital where
the patients are supposed to en joy looking through
them. I can't imagine what pleasure a patient might
get from having his bed cluttered with cards, nor what
joy he might receive from reading cards exchanged between persons both of whom are strangers to him.
The problem of what to do with Christmas cards is,
o( course, a perennial one. I know of no one who,
after receiving a card and reading the message, tosses
it into the fire. The card may never be looked at
again, but there is something cold-hearted about throwing it away immediately.
Years ago the problem of what to do with Christmas
cards was not a major one, since no one received too
many and most of these came from distant relatives.
By moving the family photographs to the back, it was
possible to display all of one's cards on the top o( the
piano. Since the number of cards was small, there
was no question of whose would be displayed, and a
card from the pastor always got the most prominent
placement.
Today the problem of what to do with cards that
accumulate between the first of December and Christmas is a large one. Now more businesses and industries
send-eards; in fact, they will send one to anyone whose
name ·and address · they can get, and these add to the
total. We get our mail delivered to a rural route box
and, consequently, we receive cards from chicken breeders and tractor salesmen addressed merely to "Boxholder." This is not my idea of a warm personal greeting, but we keep the card anyway.
This problem of what to do with the Christmas cards
isn't solved at our house, either. We let them pile up
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in a large bowl on a table in the hall. We have found
rather by accident that this method of storing cards is
conducive to re-reading and is also good exercise, because the smallest member of our family manages to
upset the bowl at least once a day. When one spends
fifteen minutes a day picking up cards, he is bound to
re-read some of them.
Some families hang their cards on doors or windows
in long strips; others string them along the wall, while
still others display their cards by lining them up on the
top of all available furniture. Most of these methods
of display suffer from the opening of the front door,
since a gust of wind sends them flying. It is my guess
that the Scotch tape and string people make very little
more as a result of Christmas wrappings than they
make from the attempts of people to display their cards.
The problem is not only how to display but also the
problem of precedence in placing the cards. Which
cards get the most prominent display? Does one go
on the basis of the most attractive or most lavish card
or is it better to display them according to the prestige
of the sender? There is, as you see, a matter of status
involved here.
Then there is the question of which to display, the
fancy cover or the verse inside. Most of these verses
are not great literature, but if the inside isn't visible,
how will anyone know who sends you cards? If you
are the recipient of a card from the president of a
large corporation or from a Senator, - which I am not
- accepted practice would permit your bending the
card so that it would stay open and the signature visible.
Should one display only the religious cards received?
If so what should one do with the cards that say "Seasons Greetings" and depict, on the cover, a romanticized
baby deer listening to birdies sing in the snow-covered
covered forest, or the one showing Santa Claus going
From Our House to Your House?
Every year most of us say we are not going to send so
many cards next year, but we end up sending as many
or more. I would suggest to the greeting card people,
however, in case they are sitting back with satisfied
smiles as they watch our futile efforts to cut down on
the number of cards we send, that they get busy on some
type of permanent card display. For if the expense of
sending cards doesn't stop us, we may reduce the number
we send in the hope of receiving fewer and in this
way avoid the problem of how to display them.

And the trumpet shall sound -

the

and in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, we shall be changed.

t~umpete~

In memoriam S. A. Z.
By Anne Springsteen

The trumpet sounded through the church:
Do you believe in one God,
the Father Almighty, Maker of heaven and earth
and in one Lord Jesus Christ, the only begotten Son of God,
and in the Holy Ghost, the Lord and Giver of Life?
Do you acknowledge one Baptism for the remission of sins,
and do you look for the resurrection of the dead,
and the life of the world

to

come?
The sponsors answered for the child;
the parents answered silently, "Yes, Lord."

"I baptize you m the name o£ God the Father,
God the Son,
and God the Holy Ghost,
Amen."
And the child was called by name.

The parents were thankful,
and full of prayerful thoughts for their firstborn.
They renewed themselves before God,
searching for patience and wisdom and faithfulness.
The family grew, and became a tumbling, happy assortment of brothers and sisters.

But the child was first.
He was the first to learn to walk,
the first to learn a language,
the first to go to school,
the first to learn to read and write,
the first to learn to pray.

A.nd m this learning he found pleasure and pain:
when the arithmetic problems defied a quick solution,
the wads of paper covered the desk;
when the snow refused to pack properly for the snowman's head,
the furious stomp of boots shook the house;
when a small sister, in curiosity and admiration,
brushed too close to the castle of bricks,
the cry of rage could be heard from cellar to attic;
when the childish hand brought the hammer clown
on the thumb instead of the nail,
the scream of anguish electrified the whole family.
The parents and children continued in love and prayer,
and grew stronger in understanding and faith.
The child explored his world with fearlessness and curiosity:
the beetle and the snake in the garden,
the path through the woods,
the campfire in the clearing,
the bridge spanning the river,
the stream in the valley,
the friend two blocks away,
the church of his family.
Jn his exploring he found excitement and joy and impatience:
no time to hang up the coat,
no time to waste on girls,
no time to walk the steps one by one,
no time to dawdle over perfection.
There were important things to be done.
On the bike and down the road
to the Scout meeting,
to the trumpet lesson,
to the paper route,
to the church meeting.
And the parents looked to God for help in guiding their sons and daughters.
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Again the trumpet sounded through the church.

"Do you this day, in the presence of God and of this Christian congregation,
confirm the solemn covenant which at your Baptism you made with the Triune
God?"
The child answered, "Yes, Lord."
The parents answered silently, "Yes, Lord."

And the ch ild was called by name again.
"Be strong and of good courage, be not frightened,
neither be dismayed, for the Lord your God
is with you wherever you go."

Tall and straight,
Quick-tempered and loving - He was God's young man.

He did not yet know himself,
but God knew him well,
and gave him His work to do.

0
On the bike and up the road

to the Scout meeting,
to the trumpet lesson,
to the paper route
to the church meeting.

And God reached out His hand to the child and touched him

with patience

as he copied for the family of singers
the harmonies of a favorite hymn;

with joy

as he walked the hills of New Mexico
with Scout friends;

10

with determination

as he created and built the ship model;

with love

as he helped with the irksome household chores,

with forgiveness

as he stood at the Lord's table.
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The trumpet sounded through the dusk before dawn:

"Child, come home. "

He answered, "Yes, Lord."
The parents bowed their heads, and answered aloud, "Yes, Lord."

The trumpet sounds again and again:

Be still

and know that I am God.

Thou shalt also be a crown of glory
in the hand of the Lord,
and a royal diadem
in the hand of thy God.
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A Dark Day for General Grant
By RoBERT HARTJE
Chairman, Department of History and Political Science
Wittenberg University
G ENERAL Ulysses S. Grant had his ups and downs
during the first eighteen months of the Civil War,
but just as he was establishing a place for himself among
the major commanders of the Northern Army, tragedy
struck his army in West Tennessee and Mississippi in
the form of two calvary raids that changed virtually
his entire plan of operation. Chief culprits in the action that halted the heretofore unimpeded progress of
his advancing Union army were two Confederate officers who both achieved lasting fame as cavalry commanders, Major General Earl Van Dorn and Brigadier
General Nathan Bedford Forrest.
Because of these
Confederate-sponsored raids General Grant was forced
to spend the Christmas season of 1862 preparing for
one of his infrequent withdrawals, a retreat that delayed for several weeks his proposed attack upon the
strong Southern river position at Vicksburg, a delay
that gave the Confedera te soldiers and civilians in
western Mississippi a much needed respite during which
time they made heroic efforts to recoup their losses of
the extended campaigns of the summer and fall of 1862 . .
The first of these two raids began in central Tennessee on December 11 when General Forrest moved out
to cross the Tennessee River at Clifton, Tennessee, to
initiate a series of the most spectacular raids that had
been conducted by either army up to that time. From
December 18 until his force recrossed the Tennessee
River two weeks later, he continually harassed the
Northern detachments in and around Jackson, cutting
vital railway and telegraph lines and practically isolating General Grant from his base of resupply. But
while Forrest was operating on the Tennessee sector
of Grant's long line of communications, General Van
Dorn slipped behind the Federal army commander
and in one of the most secretive Confederate moves of
the war, he completely immobilized the Northern army
by burning Grant's chief supply base at Holly Springs,
Mississippi. It was this latter blow that Grant felt the
keenest at the moment for it paralyzed any hope that
he might have had for cooperating with General
William T. Sherman in a proposed land-river operation
agains.t Vicksburg, an operation which ended in Sherman's ill-fated Chickasaw Bluffs attack in late December.

The Little Gamecock
The Nemesis responsible for the Holly Springs disaster was not a stranger to General Grant. Cadet Earl
Van Dorn had graduated from the United States Military Academy at West Point in 1842, just one year ahead
of Cadet Grant. As cadets the two men had much in
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common as they both excelled in horsemanship but
ranked low in scholarship. Both men joined infantry
units after graduation and both served in the Mexican
War with distinction. If their paths crossed again before the late summer of 1862, however, there is no
record left of such an encounter. After the Mexican
War Grant's career took a turn toward failure and .tribulation while Van Dorn remained in the army, serving
with the famous Second Cavalry on the western frontier.
By the time of the Civil War few officers of his rank
and age had more distinguished military records than
the man from Mississippi, but Sam Grant seemed to
be destined for little more than mediocrity. The Civil
War changed the status of both men. for while Grant
slowly but surely worked his way into the top command
of the Northern army, Van Dorn failed in his two
major operations, and defeats at Pea Ridge, Arkansas,
and Corinth, Mississippi, coupled with a somewhat
questionable personal life left the name of Van Dorn
in some ill repute.
Despite his inability to cope with major commands,
Van Dorn was constantly between Grant and his Vicksburg objective during the summer and fall of 1862.
Joining General P. G. T. Beauregard's forces too late
to participate in the Confederate attack on Grant at
Shiloh, he and his trans-Mississippi force had become
part of Beauregard's command in northern Mississippi
in mid-April. After the evacuation of Corinth in May,
Van Dorn assumed command of the Confederate defenses at Vicksburg and during the summer months
he built up the defenses of that beleaguered city and
held off the first river attacks against what was rapidly
becoming one of the last Southern positions on the
Mississippi River. After being relieved of command
at Vicksburg, Van Dorn along with the doughty old
Missourian, Major General Sterling Price, attempted
to hold off Grant's invasion of Mississippi while General
Braxton Bragg made his unsuccessful foray into Kentucky. In late September Price met Major General
William Rosecrans in an indecisive clash at Iuka, but
Van Dorn opened the way for Grant's continuing advance by unsuccessfully attempting to storm Rosecrans'
Corinth stronghold on October 3.
After the Corinth defeat Van Dorn quickly lost caste
in the Confederate military command system. Replaced in command of the Department of the Mississippi
and Eastern Louisiana by newly promoted Lieutenant
General John C. Pemberton, Van Dorn expressed his
melancholy in a letter to his wife: "Many falsehoods are
told of me by the cowards who fled from the field and
deserted their colors ... Had I been successful .I would
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have been lifted on [the public's] vile breath as high
as the heavens." It was a blow to the fierce pride of
the little gamecock to see Pemberton promoted over
him, when he, Earl Van Dorn, was the ranking officer
in his grade in the Confederate army. But rumors
about the little general were flying and even President
Jefferson Davis wavered in his faith in his fellow Mississippian. From a Mississippi citizen came addi tiona!
criticism: " . . . from the most respectable sources his
name is most sadly handled for intemperance and other
vices. I do hope these charges are unfounded, but
from all the light before me I fear they are too true ... "
Though a Court of Inquiry exonerated him from duplicity and negligence at the battle of Corinth, a pall
still hung over his name as he retreated with his new
command, the troops of his native state, before the
relentless advance of General Grant. Even as the Confederates retreated into Grenada a Louisiana senator
accused Van Dorn of being responsible for Grant's
successful offense. "l Van Dorn] is regarded as the
source of all our woes, and disaster, it is prophesied,
will attend us so long as he is connected with the
army," wrote the solon.
In this connection it is interesting to note that in
five months from the time the senator's letter was
penned Van Dorn had fallen before an assassin's bullet
at his new headquarters in Spring Hill, Tennessee.
The murderer, Dr. George B. Peters, claimed that the
general had violated his home. Defenders of Van Dorn
point up that there is much questionable about the doctor's escape into Northern lines and his subsequent
reconciliation with his unfaithful wife. But though
there may have been some political involvement in
the murder, Van Dorn's questionable personal life lends
credence to the belief that his own personal affairs
sometimes interfered with his military obligations.

A Master of Mounted Infantry
Despite the criticisms raised against his fellow Mississippian, President Davis held to the belief that the
man was a capable commander and in the face of some
opposition he saw to it that Van Dorn was assigned to
command one of the two corps in the Department of
Mississippi and East Louisiana when that department
was reorganized in early December. Because of the
absence of the department commander, General Pemberton, Van Dorn assumed temporary command of the
department on December 9. It was at Grenada in this
temporary command role that he settled upon a new
maneuver that was to materialize into part of the action
that produced General Grant's dark day.
There is still a dispute as to whether General Joseph
E. Johnston, Pemberton, or Van Dorn planned the raid
that cut behind Grant's major command post, but whoever gets the credit for the planning it was Van Dorn
who successfully carried out the venture. Van Dorn
never proved himself capable of successfully assuming
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command of large military units, but as a partisan chief
and a cavalry officer he could hold his own among the
best of officers on either side of the line. The Comte
de Paris later wrote that only Van Dorn in the South
and Generals Philip Sheridan and James Wilson in the
North could effectively handle the "complex and difficult instrument" called mounted infantry.
Assembling a command of approximately 2700 men
Van Dorn made extensive preparations for his part of
the two-pronged behind-the-lines operations that eventually resulted in Grant's Tennessee-Mississippi disaster.
He equipped each of his men with fifteen days' rations,
extra ammunition, and a bottle of turpentine. The
Iauer was to be used to burn "Abolition" property once
con tact had been made with the enemy.
Early on the morning of December 15 his troops
moved out from Grenada in high spirits, their handsome little commander at their head. Most of the cavalry had never seen the youthful looking officer and
were much impressed by his appearance. By all the
standards of the day Van Dorn was an attractive officer, about five feet, eight inches in height, with beautifully shaped mustache and imperial and long wavy
blond hair which streamed in the wind from under his
officer's hat. A Mobile newspaper correspondent who
accompanied the expedition remarked that Van Dorn
"upon whom, not altogether unjustly" had been heaped
so much censure, was now "in a position where he
assuredly would wipe out the stigmas upon his military
character . . . " To this reporter Van Dorn at this
time was "the right man in the right place."
The mounted troops moved quickly toward Pontotoc,
where there occurred an episode that if properly reported might have brought disaster to the ambitious
force. Several days prior to Van Dorn's departure from
Grenada General William T. Sherman, in preparation
for a move against Vicksburg, had sent a detachment
of Federal cavalry under Colonel T. Lyle Dickey
through Pontotoc to cut the Mobile and Ohio Railroad
which ran about 20 miles east of Pontotoc. The railroad cut, the Federal cavalry were returning via their
same route when they encountered the rear of Van
Dorn's force leaving Pontotoc. Unaware of the importance of their discovery the Federals demonstrated
against the Confederates' rear. Van Dorn, his mind
on larger game, snubbed this mild opposition and continued on his way. Dickey's force, too small to pursue,
then turned and hurried back toward Oxford, Mississippi. Unable to make Oxford by nightfall Dickey sent
couriers on to warn Grant of the Confederate patrol,
but the couriers got lost in the night and Van Dorn
continued his advance toward his destination unmolested

Destination: Holly Springs
The destination of the Confederate force had remained a secret up to this time. Only one man, the
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commander, knew of the point to which their movement was directed, but this point was well-selected. It
was Holly Springs, Mississippi, a town recently evacuated by the Confederates and since occuped by the
Federals. Since its occupation it had been converted
into one of General Grant's most important supply
bases, his "secondary base of supplies" as he called it.
On December 3 he had ordered that Holly Springs be
made "for the present" the "main depot for supplies"
and the army was to "forward there all the supplies of
every kind needed ... " Mrs. Carrington Mason, one
of the Southern ladies still residing in the town at the
time of the raid, later described the teeming little base:
"Sutlers came in by the hundred. All the little old
shops on the public square which had known nothing
but the sleepy comfort of good times were crammed to
their utmost capacity with whiskey, canned goods,
... clothing, [ammunition] and a wealth of provisions
for the 'boys in blue."' It was the reasoning of the
Confederate command that the only way to meet the
threat of the advancing Federal army was to sever its
contact with its base of operations, and it was on that
basis that the guerrilla tactics were applied to Holly
Springs.
After his contact with Dickey's small unit, Van Dorn
continued his march toward Holly Springs. Passing
through New Albany, Mississippi, on December 18, he
crossed the Tallahatchie River and slept on the north
bank of that stream, unaware of the fact that General
Forrest to the north had just moved to the outskirts
of Jackson, Tennessee, another important Union base.
All day on the 19th the Confederates under Van Dorn
rode over little used roads and through swamps to
avoid other Federal reconnoitering parties, finally arriving about eight miles from Holly Springs at dusk.
Here their commander bivouacked his troops until
about two hours before dawn on December 20. At
that time the cavalrymen mounted and moved cautiously toward the town, leaving a Texas brigade on the
heights outside the town as a rearguard.
As the Rebels approached the town all was quiet.
If any warning had been received by Colonel Robert
C. Murphy, the garrison's inept commander, there
was no evidence of any preparations for an attack. Inside the town the defenders were divided into several
units. According to one of the raiders, Colonel A. L.
Brown, part of the Federal force camped near the railroad depot while other infantry units were at the
courthot~se and near the town square. Federal cavalry
encamped on the fairgrounds immediately to the north
of Holly Springs. Major John J. Mudd, commanding
six companies of Illinois cavalry on the fairground,
later reported that he "was not apprised of any attack
being apprehended unti l about the time the infantry
camp near the depot ·was captured."
Van Dorn's plan of attack shows considerable skill in
the handling of guerrilla troops. Partisans brought him
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news of the town's fortifications and rather than attempt to attack all the Federal units separately, a
maneuver that would needlessly split his small force,
he decided to hurl his entire force straight at the
Federal center and enter their lines at one point. By
this plan he would encounter only one picket post.
After bypassing the other pickets he would then divide
his force in to three attacking units, one to assault the
infantry directly to his front at the depot, the second
to move straight through the town to the fairgrounds,
and the third unit to follow the second to the town
square where it would strike down all opposition in
that area.

The Attack
There was a cold crispness in the Mississippi atr as
dawn broke on December 20. Suddenly the Rebel
Yell split the early morning dawn and the Confederates
were riding hell-bent-for-leather into the town, firing
their guns at the Federal positions and shouting warnings to all who would oppose them. The sleeping
garrison, so unceremoniously aroused, staggered from
their tents unbelieving of the sight before their eyes.
Many surrended on the spot. Others were cut down
as they offered feeble resistance. "The scene was wild,
exciting, tumultuous," wrote one of the participants.
To the north of the town things did not progress so
well for the invader. Major Mudd and the gallant
Second Illinois Cavalry, also surprised at the suddenness of the attack, recovered quickly and under their
brave commander they rallied against the raiders. Repelling the immediate thrust of the attacking force in
a burst of gunfire that took several of the Rebels from
their saddles, the defenders fought desperate! y and
were making a good showing until another Confederate
unit, released from duty on the square, attacked them
from another angle and left them in a precarious state.
Undaunted the Illinois troops fought on, finally unsheathing their swords for a desperation saber charge
which took over 130 of their number safely through
the attackers. They soon escaped into the smoke and
dust of the area, later to return as heroes after the departure of the intruders.
While the hand-to-hand combat raged at the fairgrounds bedlam was breaking loose in the main streets
of Holly Springs. First the raiders destroyed the extensive depot buildings which included the station, the
engine houses, and immense store houses filled with
clothing and commissary stores. Especially vulnerable
was an extensive supply of barreled flour piled in a
pile described by one of the local residents as "a half
mile in length, one hundred and fifty feet through and
fifteen feet high." The turpentine issued at Grenada
was applied freely to the flour and this, too, was ignited.
Uptown similar destruction was wrought on other
buildings where the Yanks had placed their ·supplies.
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The courthouse and other public buildings, all containing medical supplies and ordnance stores, met a
fate similar to that of the depot buildings. One of
these buildings, in which over one hundred barrels of
powder was stored, exploded, knocking down nearly
all the houses on the south side of the town square.
With the exception of Major Mudd and his dauntless defenders, the rest of the garrison including Colonel
Murphy was captured. Colonel Murphy suffered a
fate worse than death as a result of his ignominious
defeat. The raiders who captured the hapless officer
claimed that they pulled the colonel out from under
his bed. Major Mudd spoke of "drunkenness or inefficiency of commanding officers." General Grant
accused the colonel of taking no defense precautions
"although he . . . had received warning." Colonel
Murphy expressed well his own predicament: "My fate
is most mortifying. I have wished a hundred times
today that I had been killed ." Already under censure
for his activities at Iuka, the colonel became an easy
prey for a court martial which eventually brought
about his dismissal from the service.
After destroying most of the Federal supplies, Van
Darn's main problem became the control of his own
men. Excited at the prospects offered by the large

quantities of food, clothing, and whiskey in the town
many of the troops began confiscating certain of these
items for their own use. Realizing that his small force
could never garrison Holly Springs Van Dorn quickly
decided to evacuate the town before his troops became
overburdened with their loot. After wrecking supplies
which he valued at a million and a half dollars, he
ordered his troops mounted for their departure. Riding
fresh mounts, wearing new boots, and in many cases
filled with fresh wine, the raiders departed from Holly
Springs as quickly as they had entered.
December 20 had been a glorious day for the Confederacy. Even as Holly Springs lay in smoldering
ruins, General Forrest began a systematic destruction
of the railroad lines north of Jackson, Tennessee. With
his supply base in ruins and his railroad communications destroyed General Grant wrote to General Sherman that he was cut off from his supplies, "so that
further advance by this route is perfectly impracticable."
December 20 had been one of the blackest days of the
war for the Northern commander. He would recover
and eventually make his way to successful conquest of
Vicksburg, but for the moment his advance had been
stymied by two intrepid cavalry commanders, Generals
Van Dorn and Forrest.

THE DOVES
The doves have discovered
little pools of water,
the melted remnants of last week's snow,
caught
between clumps of twigs and dry leaves
cluttering the gutters of the roof.
Ruby-rimmed eyes gleam with relish.
That iced melon last night .
delicious
but too cold and too acid.
A glass of warm milk would have
put me comfortably to sleep.
Now I am flattened on the bed
useless.
I shall be late to market.

What a comfort the doves are
their tranquil waddling dignity
soft and serene
a close integrated family
father, mother and child
(I always say
love is the best dose for delinquency).
The gray of their fluffed-out down
almost the gray
of ships at war.
Only when they lift their wings
you see the white
underpinnings of peace.
I must have those stopped-up gutters
cleaned out.
I shall miss the doves
so companionably close.
What will they do when
the bomb comes?
Who will tell them
the water is contaminated?
DoROTHY ELLEN
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Henry James and the Transcendentalists
BY

ABIGAIL ANN

q u estions play an important part in just two
of Henry James' novels; surprisingly these were
p ubl ished in the same year. In 1886, after running
seriall y, both The Princess Casamassima and The Bostonians appeared. As Lionel Trilling says, "They are
set apart from James's other novels by having in common a q u ick responsiveness to the details of the outer
world, an explicit awareness of history and of the movements of society and civilization, and a curious knowledge of the little groups of queer people who in small
dark rooms agitate the foolish questions which will
eventually be decided on the broad field of the future."l
In The Princess of Casamassima a European revolution is plotted; The Bostonians gives vivid evidence
that "women's rights" was a searing question of the
seventies. The latter novel now has, of course, much
the greater interest for readers on this side of the Atlantic, because it is what James wished it to be - "a
very American tale." When the novel was just taking
form in his mind, he wrote to his publisher that he
wanted to write a story characteristic of contemporary
society in the United States. It seemed to him, as he
thought it over, that the most prominent peculiarity
was the agitation over the woman question. His novel,
he added, was to be as American as possible, American
with the special flavor of Boston.
He may have succeeded for readers who came some
generations after him: Elizabeth Hardwick in an article
in Harper's pronounces it to be the best book on
Boston .2 But it did not seem so to his contemporaries,
who attacked it on the grounds that he was grossly misrepresenting them as false or "hyper analytical." If, as
the unsympa thetic Miss Hardwick explains, it is a picture "of psychological Boston of the 1870's, a confused
scene, slightly mad with neurotic repressions, provincialism, and earnestness without intellectual seriousness,"
one can understand the anger of the Boston public
when it appeared. Certainly that anger may have been
prompted by an involuntary recognition of some truth
in the book, truth that is not attractive. For James is
pitiless in his delineation of the "reformers," the militant ladies determined to achieve "equality" of the
sexes, and in addition, to avenge themselves and the
past gerierations of "sisters" who have lived and died
in suffering slavery to the masculine world.

S

OCIAL

.. A Kind of Puritan Carnival ..
J ames was not a student of abstract philosophy, but
he cou ld not help knowing abou t what Mr. Van Wyck
Brooks so charmingly calls "the flowering of New
England," with its cardinal blossom, Transcendentalism.
He had been born at the very time Transcendentalism
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was in its prime; though not of Boston, his family had
known some of the leaders. The exciting currents of
new thought had swirled around the senior Henry
James, who had had his own mystic enthusiasms. From
his vantage point as a Swedenborgian, he took pleasure
in analyzing the prominent figures in the movement,
such as Margaret Fuller (who, he considered, loomed
too large in her own eyes), and Bronson Alcott (who
was devoid of "esthetic sense.") Emerson he considered
a friend, though excessively restrained emotionally and
ingrown intellectually.
The year after The Bostonians appeared, its author
reviewed James Elliot Cabot's Memoir of Ralph Waldo
Emerson. In his essay, which covers Emerson's character pretty thoroughly, he discusses the transcendental
movement briefly, the idealism of it, and the futility.
The eager reformers, for all their zeal, accomplished
nothing, but they had, as James says, "a very decent
and innocent recreation - a kind of Puritan carnival."
Emerson, not being of a frolicsome nature, declined to
join in this carnival, but he understood it perfectly, and
defined it in a beautifu l essay.
James himself could sympathize. More, he could
see the whole affair in perspective. It had been a distinctively New England phenomenon, brisk and bright
for a short period of time. Decades after it had faded,
its influence lasted; James understood that. He could
see that this after-glow was what gave the Boston of
the seventies its distinctive style. Transcendentalism
devitalized, seized upon by all sorts of vulgar influences,
twisted monstrously - this is the Boston "thought" of
his novel.
The Transcendentalist had a reforming nature, forever unsatisfied with men as they were. And certainly
The Bostonians teems with reformers. In the beginning, Olive Chancellor, one of the chief figures, is described by her sister as '"a radical . . . a female Jacobin
... a nihilist. Whatever is, is wrong, and all that sort
of thing ... "' The very violence of these words shows
how the Transcendental ideas have changed with the
years, for 0. B. Frothingham says cheerfully that "the
Transcendentalist might easily become an enthusiast
from an excess of faith; but a fanatic, with a tinge of
melancholy in his disposition, a drop of malignity in
his blood, he could not be."3 Olive, a young woman
living thirty years after the great days of the new
thought, longs for martyrdom, longs to give her life for
a cause. She seems patently morbid to her cousin Basil.
Radical though she is, Miss Chancellor has a nice
house on Charles Street, demurely furnished in the best
Boston manner, with plently of flowers, books, and
musical literature. But its long narrow parlor, with
the windows looking out over the Back Bay, has many
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German books; even her rented cottage on the Cape
is supplied with these. As Transcendental ideals owed
much to German thought, the number of German books
in her possession is an indication that the vitality of
Olive's thinking is derived from an earlier time.

"The Precious Sovereign Remedy"
And this is shown best of all in the agitation for women's rights which stirs her and so many others in
The Bostonians. Above all others, this reform can
be laid at the Transcendentalists' door.
Margaret
Fuller, in Woman in the Nineteenth Century (1854)
gives a definitive statement of the ideals of those "female" rights. "I would have Woman lay aside all
thought, such as she habitually cherishes, of being
taught and led by men ... " says Miss Fuller vigorously.
"I would have her free from compromise, from complaisance, from helplessness, because I would have her
good enough and strong enough to love one and all
beings, from fullness, not the poverty of being."4
Years later,. in the hands of such women as the militant Mr . Farrinder, of the intense Olive Chancellor, of
the charming Verena, these sentiments become exceedingly lavish: the talents of women are compared to the
very food of humanity, or to gold and silver treasure.
Feminine energy is a "suppressed and wasted force, the
precious sovereign remedy, of which society insanely
deprives itself ... "
Emerson, in "Man, the Reformer," says, "Let me
feel that I am to be a lover. I am to see to it that the
world is the better for me, and to find my reward in
the act. Love would put a new face on this weary old
world in which we elwell as pagans and enemies too
long ... " So Verena, pleading for women, announces
winsomely, '"We must remember that the world is ours,
too, ours - little as we have ever had to say about anything - that the question is not definitely settled
whether it shall be a place of injustice or a place of
love!'"
Thus, again and again, the reader sees that from the
high purity of Transcendental thought, from the earnest
essays of The Dial, the cryptic verse, the lofty-minded
"Conversations" has come the bustling agitation of Boston in the seventies. From the golden forties have descended such meetings as the "Female Convention" of
"flushed women, with loosened bonnet-strings, forcing
thin voices in.to ineffectual shrillness."
There is no doubt that the views of Basil Ransom,
cousin of Olive, and an unreconstructed Southerner, are
the views of James himself. Ransom looks about Boston, notes its seriousness, its concentration on what is
"good," and amusedly sees through the flowing, specious
rhetoric of Verena's lectures. Verena is exquisite and
desirable; he is in love with her almost as soon as he
sees her, but he knows her clear, delightful voice is pro-
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claiming utter nonsense, not even worth answering.
Also a product of the earlier time is such a shabby
character as "Doctor" Selah Tarrant, the mesmerizer
who "lays on his hands" to bring inspiration to his
daughter. (And who knows to how many other women
he ministers, women who may want a quite different
sort of inspiration?) Mrs. Tarrant, too, is a degenerate
Transcendentalist, living on the faded pride of a faded
past when her father had been a courageous Abolitionist, well-known for his aid to fugitive slaves. And
there are others, un-named, shabby, ineffectual, or militant and strident. At Miss Birdseye's party the great
"lecturess" Mrs. Farrinder is large, cold, commanding,
but there are many meeker sympathizers, ladies who
wear their bonnets dowdily, and men in "weary-looking
overcoats."

Miss Birdseye
It is in the character of Miss Birdseye that the link
between the Transcendentalists and the Boston reformers of the seventies is best exemplified. Miss Birdseye has been in at the beginning, one might say; she
has seen many years glide by, each one laden with enthusiasms and agitations. She has taken part in a number of these; she has known them all. And now, very
near the end of her own life, she is still strong and
earnest for a better world. She is not only shabby and
absent-minded and forgetful of her spectacles; she is
naive, for inwardly she has not changed from the way
she was in her girlhood. She believes still, as all Transcendentalists must, that man is perfectible, that society
can be purified. The great ones, with whom she once
walked and talked and worked, men like Emerson and
Dr. Channing and Alcott, are gone now, leaving the
field to the Selah Tarrents and the Mrs. Farrinders,
but she has held on to the serene poetry of their hopes.
Verena, loving her, has a feeling of coming "too late
for the heroic age of New England life," seeing the old
women "as a battered, immemorial monument of it."
But Miss Birdseye, absurd though she is, gives evidence of the forceful idealism that set Boston apart,
once and for all, from the rest of the country. James
respects her purity of heart, her simplicity of vision,
her determined singleness of purpose. In her, despite
the changing years, the flame of faith still burns. She
is small and dowdy and frail, but she is a symbolic remnant of something very fine and heroic in New England
life.
1 Introduction, The Bostonians, John Lehmann, London, 1962,
p. vii.
2 "Boston: The Lost Ideal," December, 1959, p. 64.
3 Transcendentalism in New England, Harper Torchbook, Harper
and Bros., 1959, p. 153.
4 The Writings of Margaret Fuller, selected and edited by
Mason Wade, The Viking Press, 1941, p. 179.

17

The Theatre

uWho is Afraid of Edward Albee?"
BY WALTER SORELL

Drama Editor
ALBEE - who has done well with "The Zoo Story"
by outdoing England's angry young men, and with "The
American Dream" by outdoing Ionesco - had a new play produced which he called "Who is Afraid of Virginia Woolf?" In
this play he tries to oudo Strindberg at his most morbid and acid,
Pirandello at his most playful moments of juggling with illusion
and realiJty, and Williams at his most sickening descriptions of
sex-sick people. "Who is Afraid of Virginia Woolf?" mesmerizes
you while you watch the me-ntal striptease of four people whom
Albee presents as types. But as soon as you can shake the spell
from you, the play becomes Jess rea.J and impressive and more
and more a symptom of the cancerous growth of a desperate era.
His is a sickening world of sick people in a sick environment.
If vhis is his message, then he drove it home with the sledge
hammer. The scene is a colle.ge town in New England. The
college president's daughter is married to a history professor. He
has failed to live up to the preilident's and his wife's expectations;
he is no go-getter and he is sterile in more than one way. The
two hate bu·t also need each other in a Freudian love-hate relationship of classic dimension. A new :biology professor - a distasteful, shallow opportunist with a mousy nincompoop for a
wife enters the college, the life, of this older couple, and
their house after a party at two o'clock in the morning - only
in passing by to have a last drink together. They drink three
hours and a half; that is, for the entire length of the play. They
strip themselves of all illusions to submerge in their unhappy
ugliness and in alcohol, which leads to the second-act promiscuity act which is played behind the scene but loudly and
clearly enough not to be mistaken although, as it turns out in
the third act, the very stimulus has rendered the social-climbing
biology professor impotent at the very moment he had to prove
himself through "performance" and not only me-re potentialities,
as the historian's wife shouts at him and us in her loud-mouthed
vulgarity.
The two couples are revolting, the situations are offensive.
The play portrays the lower depths of a dolce vita at the point
where i•t pukes over its own existence. The historian arranges
games, games he seems to play with his wife all the time to while
away their hatred. In the first act he is so much the victim of
her exploding hostilities that he tries to strangle her - no doubt,
as part of the game.. In the second act the historian "gets his
guests." And in the final disillusionment when we reach the
third and best act, the couples find their ways back to each
other, emptied of their hatred, with no illusions left, not even
the illusion of imagining that they have a child.
(Actually,
they do not.) The historian, of whom we are never quite sure
whether he really killed his parents or whether the suggestion
was only part of the ·game, pretends that a telegram has arrived
informing_. them that their boy has had a fatal accident.
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Albee adheres to the Aristotelean unitie~~ of time, place, and
action and creates an unmistakable catharsis for us. There are
three and a half hours of terror while we realize that there is
"No Exit" for these people, who will go on torturing each other
until death parts them. {ISartre played on the same theme, only
he created the hell that is man in a more symbolic, elated, and,
at the same time, realistic manner because he removed his
four "antagonists" from reality.)
And there is a last act of
pity that these four people are doomed.
The writing in this play is hypnotic. It moves at a breathtaking
pace of mounting abuse and shamefulness that leaves you breathJess. If we were to cut from the script all the profanity and
dirty little words and overdone allusions to sex that stun and
paralyze us in that relentless verbal flood, we would - I must
say - still have a powerful, long, one-act play that cries out:
"Oh God, don't look <lit me! I hate myself for being what
I am."
There is more to the play than its surface manifestations would
have us believe. The sensitive historian, representing the old
generation that has withdrawn from reality, with which it can
no longer cope, is pitted against" the coldly calculating biologist
and against the naked crudeness of science which, one day, will
play Super-Creator and change chromosomes and glands at will.
There lies on both couples ·t he foreboding shadow of emptiness
and sterility - in other words, the doom of our civilization, of
Western man.
Like every creative artist, Edward Albee accepts the challenge
of being an infinitesimal image of the Crealtor. But in discharging the artist's responsibility to hold up the mirror to nature he
chooses a slimy segment of it, that part which, after an over-long
party, is close to the sewer for the waste of man·kind, physically
and mentally. The creative mind, in its fictional omnipotence,
cannot help playing judge at the same time. It is the artist's
pre·rogative to create whatever he deems important. But I resent Mr. Albee's having chosen four of the most despicable
characters without any counterparts; having sentenced them
to damnation on earth; and, in the process, having indicted
America's intellectuals in particular, and Western civilization, in
general.
In spite of himself Edward Albee has written a play which,
with all its flaws and unacceptable tenets, proves that his is a
tremendous talent that we can only hope wiJ.l not ·go the way of
all flesh, but will pull itself up on that thin spiritual thread on
which the life of this generation hangs.
P.S. The success
ingenious direction
and Arthur Hill as
George Grizzard as

of the play is also due to Alan Schneider's
and to the small ensemble of Uta Hagen
the older couple and Melinda Dillon with
the intruders.
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Grace Upon Grace
Bv RICHARD W. ScHEIMANN
Assistant Pmfessor of Philosophy
Valpamiso University
And the Word became flesh and dwelt among us, full of gmce and truth; we have beheld his glory, glory
as of the only Son from the Fath er . . . And from his fulness have we all received, grace upon grace.
Saint John 1:14,16
beautiful words from the prologue of the Gospel
T HESE
according to St. John express the ultimate meaning
of the Christmas story. They also express in simple,
yet moving, fashion the meaning and the power of
the Word become flesh for us.
The eternal Son of God entered into our human condition as a baby born of woman. His very helplessness
as an infant betokens the willingness of divine love to
confine itself to the limitations of that life which all
human creatures share. The baby's helplessness also reminds us of our real status before God and man. Unless we be protected and nourished in the life which
God gives, we shall not live and grow in body or in
spirit. We are in many ways utterly dependent on the
ministrations of others, especially those of our parents
and the Church.
The baby's poverty reminds us that riches of God's
grace can and do appear where there are no other
riches. The flight of the holy family to Egypt exemplifies the reality of principalities and powers which seek
to frustrate God's loving purposes for man . The baby's
safe return signals the persistence of God 's love.
Our Lord's boyhood shares our condition with it
subjection to discipline of parents and elders. His
temptations in the wilderness parallel our own struggles
with our vocation and go far beyond them. He faces
the age-old choice between the pursuit of earthly power
and dedication to service in God's kingdom. His work
as teacher of God's Word and will grows from His
confession that man does not live by bread alone. His
work of healing touches the total condition of all of
us ; for sin, estrangement from God, and bodily distortions are related in many ways. When our Lord grieves
at, or even shrinks from, death He responds as a man
to our common lot as men. And when He suffers persecution and death He wavers between dread and willingness. to undergo what the Father sends, just as we do.
He became flesh and shared our condition, and yet
we have beheld His glory . For seeing Him as a son of
man we see Him also as the only Son of God. When He
speaks He tells what He has heard from His Father.
When He acts, in tenderness or in sternness, He does
what His Father commissions Him to do. When He is
accused of striving to build one earthly kingdom at the
exrense of another, He counters by proclaiming the
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coming of the kingdom of heaven. He brings the
healing power of that kingdom into the vicious circle
of futility of every earthly striving. He retaliates to
hating with loving, to cursing with blessing, to vengeful and cruel crucifixion with submissive and triumphant suffering. To the tragedy and defeat of death He
responds in the power of the Father with manifestations of His resurrected presence. The glory of His
kingship is further displayed when He ascends on high
to assume His heavenly throne.
We call this rehearsal of His triumphant doings a
"gospel" because that triumph has become our own;
of his fulness have we all received. His victory over
sin and all it spawns in human life becomes effective
for us captives as we are freed from bondage to our
enemies. God the Father tells us that just as our old
enemies became the enemies of His Son, so does their
defeat become the triumph of all men under His protection. There are no reservations to His intent. All
who have come under bondage may appeal for the benefits of free citizenship in the Son's kingdom. The Father
and the Son have even accompanied the news of emancipation with the testimony of the Holy Spirit, that authentic emissary from the heavenly court.
His testimony is rendered and received in the assembly of those who call the Son savior and lord. The
path which the savior once trod alone He now treads
with His Church. Of His fulness have we all received.
This assertion is incalculably rich in meaning.
It is not a complacent assertion, as though any individuals or groups among Christ's followers were in complete posession of all that Christ has been and can be,
for us and in us. Just as the apostles had to grow in
their understanding of the Lord's redemptive work, so
we lesser mortals need to grow. What He is for us
depends in part upon the persuasive testimony of our
fathers, who searched the Scriptures for all the implications of their liberation in Christ. And what He is
for us depends as well upon our own resort to the Scriptures. Who can deny that in reverent searching of the
Scriptures we are yet babies, almost all of us? Yet
modern scholarship yields us more linguistic and historical knowledge of the Scriptural record than past
generations have known. Indeed, of His fulness have
we all received, but there is much room in us for
19

grace upon grace of spiritual comprehension of that
which we deeply believe.
As Christmas is the festival of the beginning of our
salvation let it be the occasion for a new beginning in
our common search for a deeper understanding of the
Gospel. To this end we need to listen with sympathy
and respect to attempts by our brethren in the most
diverse segments of Christendom as they try to see the
perennial Gospel as the good news of healing for our
time's most threatening ills. Nor dare we shrink from
listening to the challenge of other gospels. We need not
fear our Lord's ability to compete in the market place
of ideas with His Gospel. He who is the Truth will
transcend the claims not only of lies, but also of partial
truths. As He leads us further into an understanding
of His Gospel so does He increase our courage as we
seek to understand the implications of His savior-hood
and king-ship.
Not the least of what we receive from His fulness,
grace upon grace, is the power to magnify Him in lives
of adoration and service. We note that when the shepherds respond to the good news of the King's birth,
first they adore; then they go forth to serve. Perhaps
the contemporary Church's proclivity for frenetic busyness, its devotion of effort to bureaucracy and organiza-

tiona! achievement, reflects our weakness in the life of
adoration. If it is true to say that the Church's life displays a dialectic of understanding, adoration, and service, then surely it is wholesome to remind ourselves
that our understanding stands abashed in the presence
of mystery, the mystery of God's forgiving and restoring love. In adoration we respond in the totality of
our beings to His fulness; and from that fulness we
receive more than we can ask or think. When, accordingly, the fulness of adoration enriches what we know
with our intellects, we are often surprised into loving
our brothers better than we had planned. What is this
to say, but that the Spirit, through the spoken and
sacramental Word, lavishes upon us the grace of adoration, that our vision of service may be enlarged? When
we adore the Child as Savior and King of all mankind
how powerfully does this personalizing, concretizing,
and vitalizing grasp of His supremacy challenge our
niggling compromises of race and nation, of party and
interest, of class and culture! We love too little because we believe too little, and we believe so little because we do not treasure His liberating Word enough,
in the fulness and constancy of adoration. 0 come, let
us adore Him, receiving of His fulness grace upon grace
of knowledge and power, that His glory may be magnified as we speak of His gifts.

On Second Thought
--------------------------------8 Y

"God is Love" is a two-way definition. Where God
is concerned, definitions become absolutes; God is absolute. We cannot say: "Part of God is love," and we
cannot say: "God is part of love." Therefore, when
we say God is Love, we are also saying Love is God.
After a few minutes of our thinking and talking about
that, you will ask me: "Do you mean to say that when
an infidel shows love to his child, he is showing God?"
Of course. Because God - thank God - is not overly
particular about the vessel through which He will show
His grace. It is only true that we who know God will
yearn with deep particularity to be clean vessels, not
to deserve but to know the love of God. Yet with all
our faith, with all our pure doctrine, our love like the
love of the infidel is impure. You cannot define man
in absolutes. Part of us is love, we are part of love.
When the infidel's child responds to his father's love,
he responds to the nature of God, reflected in impurity
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by his father. When my son responds to my love, he
responds to the nature of God, reflected in terrible impurity. If he responds by accepting mercy, he is nearer
God. If he responds by rejecting mercy, he has walked
away from God.
If we think and talk together a few more minutes,
we will begin to see a direction. For God discloses His
nature in act, and He acts through His people. If we
ask: "What is God?" we will answer: "He is love."
And we will know what this means to the extent that
we have experienced love, both receiving and giving
it. More pertinently, if we ask: "What is love?" then
we must answer: "Love is what God is." And then we
see the impurity of our reflection. For we cannot
say that we have expressed love, unless we are expressing
at least in some halting way what God is, as He has
disclosed Himself in Jesus Christ my Lord.
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(St. Luke 1:26-55)

J

the sixth month the angel Gabriel was sent from
God to a town in Galilee called Nazareth, with a message for a girl betrothed to a man named Joseph, a
descendant of David; the girl's name was Mary. The
angel went in and said to her, 'Greetings, most favoured
one! The Lord is with you.' But she was deeply
troubled by what he said and wondered what this
greeting might mean. Then the angel said to her, 'Do
not be afraid, Mary, for God has been gracious to you;
you shall conceive and bear a son, and you shall give
him the name Jesus. He will be great; he will bear the
title "Son of the Most High"; the Lord God will give
him the throne of his ancestor David, and he will be
king over Israel for ever; his reign shall never end.'
'How can this be,' said Mary, 'when I have no husband?'
The angel answered, 'The Holy Spirit will come upon
you, and the power of the Most High will overshadow
you; and for that reason the holy child to be born will
be called "Son · of God." Moreover your kinswoman
Elizabeth has herself conceived a son in her old age;
and she who is reputed barren is now in her sixth
month, for God's promises can never fail.' 'Here am I,'
said Mary; 'I am the Lord's servant; as you have spoken,
so be it.' Then the angel left her.
And Mary said:
"Tell out, my soul, the greatness of the Lord,
rejoice, rejoice, my spirit, in God my saviour;
so tenderly has he looked upon his servant,
humble as she is.
For, from this day forth,
all generations will count me blessed,
so wonderfully has he dealt with me,
the Lord, the Mighty One.
His name is Holy;
his mercy sure from generation to generation
toward those who fear him;
the deeds his own right arm has done
disclose his might:
the arrogant of heart and mind he has put to rout,
he has torn imperial powers from their thrones,
but the humble have been lifted high.
The hungry he has satisfied with good things,
the rich sent empty away.
He has ranged himself at the side of Israel his servant;
firm in his promise to our forefathers,
he has not forgotten to show mercy to Abraham
and his children's children, for ever.'
The New English Bible, Copyright 1961, Oxford and
Cambridge University Presses.
N

The Music Room

A Promising Composer
- - - - - - - - - - - - --

- --- - - --

-

- -- - - --

s the art of composition actually flourishing in our
country? Or is it merely proliferating? Is the bulk
of the music that is being created in the United States
at the present time worth its weight in gold or worth its
weight in ordinary mud? Will it be performed ten or
twenty years from now? Are most of our American
composers regurgitating Igor Stravinsky, trying in the
sweat of their faces to walk in the footsteps of Paul
Hindemith, attempting ever so valiantly to make effective use of the serial technique inaugurated years
ago by the somewhat iconoclastically inclined Arnold
Schoenberg or merely giving birth to works that crawl
or leap into one ear of the listening public and then
promptly creep or scamper out of the other? What
role - or roles - do cliques and coteries play in this
exceedingly important and highly controversial field?
Since I am altogether unable to give definitive
answers to all questions of this nature, I shall be content to say out of the abundance of my heart that much
of the music now being created in America and palmed
off on gullible audiences causes me to have what one
commonly speaks of as a pain in the neck. Walter Piston, with all his technical skill, leaves me cold. Erudite
William Schuman, who seems to strive with frantic
abandon to be different for the sake of being different,
regularly bores me. Most of Aaron Copland's lucubrations strike me as being hopelessly constipated, and
neither Peter Mennin nor Paul Creston transports me
into the domain of ecstasy. Neither, let me add, does
Vincent Persichetti. It does not take Gian Carlo Menotti long to make me thoroughly sick. Roger Sessions has
a similar effect. Samuel Barber, however, and a handful of others have a great deal to say and say it exceedingly well.
I could go on and on. But I do not want to bore you
as many American composers of our day bore me. Maybe a large amount of good is destined to come out of
all the searching, experimenting, and apparently aimless retching one is painfully aware of today. At all
events, it is unfair to blame composers and would-be
composers for trying. Sad to say, however, the art of
creating what I like to call "rememberable" melodies
seems to have become virtually extinct.
Nevertheless, I do know a forty-year-old American
composer who is endowed with a distinctive flair for
melodic expressiveness and, in addition, has acquired
remarkable deftness in stating and emphasizing his
musical thoughts. John Boda, who has been teaching
at Florida State University since 1947, is a modern
composer. But he does not stress modernism at the
expense of what has stood the test of time. He moves
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forward without turning his back on the past. I like
Boda's Sinfonia (1960), which was commissioned by
the American Music Center Commissioning Series under a grant by the Ford Foundation and was performed
in April 1962 by the National Symphony Orchestra
under Howard Mitchell, because it is chockful of substance into which one can sink one's teeth, because it
does not turn up its nose at appealing melodic writing,
because it is harmonically and contrapuntally fascinating, because it is scored with uncommon resourcefulness, and because it holds my rapt attention from beginning to end. In short, I like Boda's Sinfonia (1960)
because it always goes on all fours.
A man like Boda is bound to grow in stature as a
composer. His craftsmanship is excellent, and his ideas
are worthy in every way of the most careful consideration. Boda's Sinfonia (1960) is pleasing. In some respects it is exciting. It is always stimulating, and to my
thinking it is vividly and convincingly prophetic. Boda,
I confidently believe, will go on to accomplishments
that are even more significant.
I am writing in this vein because Boda's Sinfonia
( 1960) has lifted me out of the boredom into which
so many American compositions of recent vintage have
plunged me. He has caused me to see bright rays of
light and to become aware of some genuine beauty
amid a welter of dismal and meaningless cacophony.
I do not object to revolutionary tendencies and experimentations in the art of composition. In fact, I often
take great delight in trends of this nature. Besides,
music thrives on insurrection and experimentation.
But it does not thrive on repetitive blah, no matter
how rebellious or experimental that repetitive blah
may be in the eyes of its creators or in the sight of
those who sometimes speak and act as though Bach,
Beethoven, Brahms, Bruckner, Mozart, Chopin, Wagner, Bizet, Verdi, and other masters had become fossilized.
Now I shall advert to something I have never discussed with Boda. I firmly believe that this composer
acquired much of his distinctive flair for appealing
melodic expressiveness in the Slovak Lutheran parsonage in which he was born and reared. Music good music - always played an important role in the
family life of the Bodas.
Incidentally, Boda's Sinfonia (1960) has been recorded by the Knoxville Symphony Orchestra under
David Van Vactor (Composers Recordings, CRI-155).
I have studied the work on the basis of the score as
well as on the basis of this recording.
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THE OVERSEAS AMERICANS

By William A. Buege (Concordia Publishing House, $1.50)
This little paper-back should be welcome
and wholesome reading during the Lenten
and Easter season for all those who are
fortunate enough to procure a copy or
have someone make them a present of it.
This holds true of lay Christians as well
as of preachers, who are looking for new
material at that time. Dr. George Metzger,
homiletics professor at St. Louis Concordia
Seminary, used to say regarding sermon
making: "You may steal all the Hour
you can, but you must bake your own
bread."
In this book Pastor Buege gives two series
of Lenten sermons. The general theme of
the first series is "The Cross of Christ."
He uses as his theme song the stirring
Lenten h ymn, "In the Cross of Christ I
Glory." The topics of the first series are
My Obedience to God, My Innocence
Before God, My Power from God, My Wisdom of God, My Peace with God, and My
Salvation from God.
The texts for the
sermons are short portions of the Passion
story in the light of a word from St. Paul's
Epistles. Thus the first sermon is based
on Luke 22:41-46 interpreted by Phil. 2:8.
The second series is based on
Seven Last Words from the Cross."

"The

The book is concluded with an Easter
sermon: "Christ's R esurrection, The Breach
in the Wall of Time."
In these sermons Dr. Buege lives up to
his reputation of being a good pastor and
preacher. This little book would make a
nice little Christmas present for anyone's
pastor or for any friend.
CARL ALBERT GIESELER

THE PROBLEM OF PAIN

By C. S. Lewis (Macmillan Paperbacks,
95 cents)
First published in 1940, this is the most
theological of Professor Lewis' many writings. While it would be an overstatement
to say that he gives fully satisfactory
answers to a problem which must probably
always, by its very nature, remain a mystery, Lewis does set the problem within the
context of a profoundly Christian understanding of the nature of God and man.
Probably only an Englishman could write,
or greatly care, as Lewis does, about the
problem of animal pain.
DECEMBER
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By Harlan Cleveland, Gerard J. Mangone, and John Clarke Adams (McGraw-Hill)
International relations have changed so
drastically in the past several decades that
an entirely new approach to foreign countries is imperative, according to The Overseas Americans. This holds good for all
U.S. interests as they send our citizens
abroad. The study and record on which
the book is based were made primarily
through interviews with overseas personnel
sent abroad by the U.S. government in its
many-faceted activities, the U.S. military
services, U.S. business, as well as the
churches of the U.S. Four scholars - an
economist, a specialist on Chinese and Asian
affairs, an anthropologist, and a social
psychologist carried out the necessary
research projects in countries of Europe,
Asia, Africa, and the Americas. The object of their research was "to reach for
suggestive answers to four main questions
about Americans abroad:
What elements in the education and experience of an American are most relevant
to his effective performance on an overseas assignment?
(Or, in the question's
simplest form: What is so different about
living and working abroad?)
To what extent are these elements central
to the education and training processes to
which present and prospective overseas
Americans are exposed?
What is now being done to prepare
American civilians for overseas service?
What should the American educational
system and some of its financial sponsors in business, government, and private
foundations be doing in this field?
To obtain answers to these questions,
five catego.ries of criteria were used to
evaluate the effective performance of Americans at work abroad: technical skill, belief in mission, cultural empathy, a sense
for politics, and organizational ability.
These five criteria, not all of them ever
developed in one person to a degree approaching perfection, are, according to the
authors, the essence of success in all types
of missions abroad.
The authors of The Overseas Americans,
directing their ~ttention to their assignment, make specific recommendations for
curricula to college administrators and
especially college curriculum committees
for the training of men and women who,
given the proper background, interest, and
ability, as direct or indirect representatives
of the U.S. in the capaci ty of overseas

Americans, will bring success to their specific mission and represent us well.
With more than 1¥.! million Americans
the four mentioned interest groups
abroad at this time and with prospect of
the increase of such personnel, it would
seem obvious that our colleges and universities can render the nation a distinct
and invaluable service by developing adequate curricula and interesting many students to engage in the studies offered by
such curricula.
While such studies are
offered by a compartively small number
of our schools of higher learning, they are,
according to the authors, in many instances
inadequate and geared to the needs of the
past.
m

College administrators and their curriculum committees will do weJ.l to study the
findings of the book's ·authors and to work
toward offering such courses as will better
prepare many more students for forei·gn
service.
The author of this review anticipated
another distinct purpose that the book
could serve and for that reason was glad
for the opportunity to read the book and
to prepare this review. The schools called
upon by The Overseas Americans to prepare curricula and through their curricular
offerings to prepare we.Jl-qualified personnel
for overseas duties, while rendering a distinct service in doing so, nevertheless are
an almost infinitesimal minority when compared with the tens of millions of Americans who need much of the: information
about people of other countries and cultures which is made available to them in
this book. There are other books that can
help the millions of U.S. citizens who as
tourists trave•l in foreign lands to understand their peoples better and as a result
of such understanding conduct themselves
in a manner that will reflect honor on and
respect for the U.S.
But The Overseas
Americans, though not intended to serve
that purpose specifically, can do just that.
I had occasion recently to talk with a
man who was about to take up a teaching
post in a country whose history and culture are quite different from our own. It
was obvious to me that while he might
have been weH qualified to teach in this
country, his knowledge of the people to
whom his assignment was to take him was
woefully inadequate. The reading of The
Overseas Americans might have awakened
in him an inquiring mind which in turn
would have caused him personally to
prepare himself not only to avoid the shock
that the confrontation with a widely divergent culture often brings, but also give
him the intellectual and perhaps spiritual
development for success in his mission.
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The Ugly American shows the need for
a radical change in the attitude of many
U.S. citizens who are assigned certain responsibilities in foreign lands. The Overseas Americans objectively analyzes those
needs and recommends constructive remedial measures to overcome them.

If governmental agencies, the military,
business, and the churches will encourage
those whose responSiibility it is to secure personnel for foreign service to read and study
The Overseas Americans, such persons will
have a better understanding as to whom
to select for overseas work; and their increased understanding of the need will in
turn effect the development of college
curricula in keeping with the primary objective of the book.
THE ANATOMY OF DIRTY WORDS

By Edward Sagarin (Lyle Stuart, $4.95)
There is something to be said for inhibitions. Few of us would care to live in
a world which allowed us no privacy for
those activities and functions which are
either too personal or too sacred for public
display, and we rightly despise the kind
of shallow sophistication which makes no
allowance for decent reticences. But there
is also such a thing as prudery and, worse
still, there is such a thing as a slobbering
lasciviousness which needs to insist upon
rigid standards of public prudery so that
it may get all the greater kick out of its
private obscenity.
This book is a study of language which,
to a greater or lesser degree, most of us
consider obscene. It can appeal, at the
one extreme, to the kind of person who
dor.3 the calligraphy on washroom walls
and, at the opposite extreme, to the professional student of languages. Both will
find the same words - words which, for
the most part, represent a language of sex
and excretion and of the organs of the body
associated with these processes. Most of
the words are familiar to most of us - but
from conversation rather than reading.
Most of us know fairly precisely what they
mean - but no thanks to the dictionary.
And most of us have used at least some of
them from time to time - but never without some regard to the company present.
It is the author's thesis that "obscenity
emerge&· out of unhealthy attitudes towards
seoc and the bodily functions" and that
"dirty words" not only are a symptom of
these attitudes, they serve to perpetuate
them. Presumably, in a society which was
completely hea•l thy in its attitudes toward,
and practices of, sex, there could be no
obscenity based on sex or the sex organs.
The sickness of our society is reflected in
the fact that not only can we not speak
plainly about sex, but that the nearest we
can come to plain talk in this area is the
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use of words which carry connotations of
brutality or insult or shame.
So it is also with our bodily f-unctions.
We spend an enormous amount of time
and ingenuity devising euphemisms for perfectly good Anglo-Saxon words which not
only have the virtues of being short and
easy to spell but even a certain onomatopoeic quality about them. But every new
euphemism ultimately becomes a new obscenity.
It is already unwise to name
a child Benjamin Martin because his initials
will certainly prove embarrassing to him
in years to come. It is even possible that,
by the end of his three-score and ten, they
will be considered obscene.
The way to handle the problem of dirty
words, therefore, would seem to be to clean
up dirty minds.
"The language about
which so much debate rages," Sagarin insists, "is actually antisexual and puritanical.
The more obscene it is, the more it reinforced the puritanical codes that are reflected in the idiom and internalized in the
minds of users, writers, speakers, and
readers," and so what -is needed is "a campaign to change the language," to change
"the very structure of the language in
which obsenities are used."
We are quite aware that many of our
reade·rs would consider this a dirty book
because it contains. most of the dirty words.
It is disturbing that, in one or two places,
the author seems to be making a play to
those who have something less than a
scholarly concern for his problem. But
this is essentially a serious attempt to understand the phenomenon of a vocabulary
which we hear all about us but seldom see
in print.
HOW TO FIGHT COMMUNISM TODAY

By Lambert Brose (Concordia, $1.00)
Despite all the furor about the Communist menace in the world, and even after
anti-Communist rallies and schools have
been conducted across the length and
breadth of the land, there are few Americans who are really prepared to analyze
the issues involved. The ignorance among
church people concerning the Communist
mind and the historical and economic roots
of current tensions is appalling. Contrary
to the endorsement appearing on the cover
by Ray 5cherer, the person who reads this
reprint of a series of article6 which originally appeared in The Lutheran Witness will
not evade "wading through reams of
ideological jargon to .find out what modemday Communism is all about." Unfortunately it is impossible to develop an understanding of the oomplexitie6 of Communist doctrine with an hour's easy reading.
What is commendable about this addition to Concordia's Concord series is that
on the popular level it may serve as an
antidote to the extremist literature which

has circulated so widely among Church
members and infected them with negative thinking. Brose makes it clear that
the humanitarian pretensions and materialistic promises of the Communists have an
almost irresistible appeal for the "natural
man." His program of action is "costly"
in calling for the eradication of racial
prejudice, aid to underdeveloped countries,
and sacrificial contributions for world missions. Rather than emphasize the denunciation and exposure of Communism (the
stock in trade of the professional antiCommunists) he carefully specifies positive
steps that the Christ-i an can take to blunt
the Communist thrust, adding "the most
effective way . . . is to live his Christian
faith to the highest possible degree."
The final chapter includes the optimistic
thought that Khrushchev's repeated references to God in his pronouncements may
possibly be eruptions from his subconscious.
Who is to say that the Holy Spirit might
not convert the Russian leader? We are
likely to forget that this would be a parallel
to what once happened to Saul of Tarsus.
RALPH
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KEARNY THE MAGNIFICENT

By Irving Werstein (3"ohn Day, $5.00)
I'm afraid I became pre.judiced against
this volume the moment I opened the cover
to find a publisher's insert telling me in
advance about "the great descriptive ability" of the author, whose volume was written with "a conciseness, combined with
great compassion and interest." It closed
with the reminder that here was "another
valuable contribution to Americana, and
to Civil War literature."
Mr. Werstein must have done a great
deal of research to have enabled him to
write the kind of detail which he has produced .for the battle scenes and for the
description of Kearny's funeral. He mentions in the Acknowledgments perusal of
the Kearny papers and study in ·t he New
York Historical Society, though the ·bibliography proper lists no primary sources
whatsoever.
With events in Mississippi fresh in mind,
I must confess too that the whole subject of
the dear old Blue and Grey is somewhat
nauseating. Almost any new contribution
to Civil War literature after the recent deluge is one too many, especially one whose
hero is addicted to such incredibly romantic
statements as "I say slavery is despicable!
I would see it damned to hell! It is a
stain on the American flag!" (p. 151), or
"I shall draw my sword once more. This
time not against an alien foe, but my own
brothers." (p. 152), or "The Rebel bullet
that can kill me has not yet been moulded."
(p. 235). A few minutes later, he lay
dead before the Confederate lines, at the
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very time, the author states, that Secretary
of War Stanton was signing his promotion
papers, and when his name was being considered as a replacement for Gen. McOlcllan.
No one would claim that Phil Kearny
had an uneventful life. Born to wealth in
New York City, he overcame famil y objections to a military career, distinguished
himself on the Indian frontier, m the
Mexican War, in California's Gold Rush
tumult, in Algeria against Arab marauders,
in Italy against the Austrians at Solferino,
and finally in the Peninsular Campaign in
Virginia. His divorce and subsequent romance. with a girl nearly twenty years his
junior shocked society, and raised questions
about his ability to be a fit leader for yo ung
Americans. His temper tantrums against
anyone who stood in his way or who denied
him his heart's desire should make him the
posthumous hero of tho Ayn Rand fan
clubs. Here truly was a supreme egoist.
"He had died for his country" is the last
line of the book.
WILLis

Bovo

DIARY OF A UNION LADY

Edited by Harold Earl Hammond ( Funk
and Wagnalls, $6.00)
Maria Lydig Daly was a staunch northern Democrat who started her diary in
January, 1861, just as the Civil War was
beginning and shortly before Abraham Lincoln was inaugurated as President.
Her
diary is an intensely human document,
filled with personal estimates of the big
and little things that were going on around
her.
Lincoln (or "King Log," as she calls
him) "is honest certainly, but that is
scanty endowment of virtue and talent for
a president" and he possesses "no ability to
fill office." Mrs. Lincoln comes off even
less well: "shocked by her bad manners"
. . . preposterously attired" . . . "like a
servant woman" . . . "I am sure I would
not willingly sit at the table of Lincoln
and his wife, much le5s receive them at
mine."

Mrs. D aly writes critically about the
radical abolitionists and tells, with anxiety,
about the draft incidents in New York
City. On the lighter side, she gives some
trenchant comments on contemporary fashions, manners, and personalitie5:
"Mrs.
Ronaldi, now the toast of the town, wore
a bird's nest [for a hat], with eggs, making her head a hatchery. I doubt if there
is enough brain there to hatch anything."
This is hardly history, but it is the sort
of raw material from which history is written.
RALPH

DECEMBER

1962

EuGENE

ScHENCK

FICTION
BIG SUR

By Jack K erouac

(Farrar, Straus and

Cudahy, $4.50 )

Big Sur is th e twelfth in a series of novels
whi ch K0rouac, the voice of the beats,
hopes to combin e into the Duluoz Legend.
In it, as in On the Road, Duluoz (Kerouac)
is on the run - from life and from death .
The story begins with Duluoz leaving the
drinking brawls of San Francisco for the
Sur Valley and seclusion.
After three
d ays of this isolation h0 is bored, and after
three weeks he is on the point of cracking
up. H e returns to San Francisco and a wild
round of drinking parties, beats, and Buddha. Cody, an old friend , introduces him
to Billie, whose voice "lutes brokenly like
a heart lost." Momentarily, Duluoz is in
love, for "a new love affair always gives
hope."
He spends a week at Billie's,
drinking and loving, trying to love, and, in
th e end, failing to love. Frightened by
the realization that he is slowly going out
of his mind, groping for reality but not
rea ll y aware of what he is groping for, he
d0eides to head back to the Sur with Billie
in a n attempt to slip into th e shadowy
sublime. His attempt fails miserably; and
after a week, during which he nearly goes
berserk imagining everything that happens
as a plot on his life, Duluoz drags himself
back to partial sanity by deciding to drink
dry wine instead of sweet and to go back
to N ew York and "leave all this behind."
The overpowering awareness of the inevitability of death slowly destroys Duluoz.
No matter where he turns, he meNs death:
in his ca t, in a dead otter floating on the
sea, in a dead mouse in the grass. H e is
co nstantly haunted by the phrase, "I killed
them ." Peopl0 arc continually appearing
at his door, looking for "Jack Dulouz . ..
26 yea rs old and on the road all the time
hitch hiking, while there I am, almost 40
years old, bored and jaded in a roomette
bunk crashin across that Salt Fbt." But
if death is a horror, life is a tedium: "We
all agree it's too big to keep up with, that
we're surrounded by life, that we'll never
understand it, o we center it all in by
swigging scotch from a bottle and when it' s
empty, I run out of the car and buy another
one, period."
Big Sur is a confusing novel, written
about a confused character in a confused
style, with a number of chapters consisting
entirely of one run-on sentence. However,
K erouac is capable of producing a felicitous
phrase as, for example, where he speaks
of a "single flower nodding on a cliff side
far across the canyon" or "big elbows of
rock rising everywhere."
Like most beats, Kerouac is a romantic,
and he faces up to mankind's problems with

his own romantic escapism.
Instead of
forming "anti-" committees, he loses himself in music and art and nature. Instead
of cultivating an ulcer, he nurses a bottle.
Instead of confronting rea•l ity with outdated
ideals, h e co nfronts it with crutching cliches.
The thing that is so different about Kerouac
is not that he is running, for most men are;
it is how h e runs .
RALPH E. LoNG

MAGNIFICENT DESTINY

By Paul I. Wellman (Doubleday, $5 .95)
This gripping historical novel, focusing
on the life and times of Andrew Jackson
and Sam Houston, spans that fascinating
period of American history in which the
patncran republic of the Virginia and
Massachusetts political dynasties gave way
to the earthy rural democracy of a new
trans-Appa·lachian leadership. The incorruptible Jackson was the chief architect of
this new America and the debonair and
Byronic Houston was one of his most trusted
li eute nants. But the cast of characters includes many another name which has since
become legendary: John Quincy Adams,
H enry Clay, John C . Calhoun, Daniel Webster, Martin Van Buren.
The plot is light but refreshing and will
a ppeal more to the casual reader than to
the historical scholar. Jackson's continual
feuding, his implacability toward those who
probed into the taint of his marriage, tho
powerful magn etism of the man, his unquestioned patriotism coupled with his questionable methods of dealing with his political enemies, his tenderne•s towards all women, his flaming sensitiveness and his passionate devotion to his own understanding
of justice, his physical torture in his last
years these all come through to bring
Jackson alive for the reader.
The story opens with Jackson's witnessing
a brawl be tween Houston and a village
bully. It follows both Jackson and Houston
into th e fronti er Indian debacles and the
War of 1812. It tells of Rachel Jackson's
tragic death, of the four- year campaign for
the presidency following the Adams-Clay
deal ( ?) which cost Jackson the presidency
in 1824, of Houston's long binge of dissipation following his resignation as governor
of Tennessee, of his eventual establishment of the T exas R epublic, and of the
last years of Jackson's life in the sanctuary
of his beloved Hermitage.
The Jackson administrators saw a revolution m American political life.
As
in any revolutionary period, the people
followed, at least temporarily, an "indispensable man."
It is instructive to
be reminded that the indispensable man
ultimately passes from the scene and the
mantle of leadership falls on the shoulders
of lesser men.
RALPH ~UGENE ScHENCK
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A Minority Report
Religion and the Schools
B y

VICTO R

F.

LET us say, for example, that a state permits public,
expressed prayer in the classroom of its public
schools. Let us say as well that the Supreme Court
declares this prayer null and void. As is to be expected,
many persons in the nation go into high and hysterical
excitement about the decisioon . But why? The prayer
is an official public prayer and does not say much. It
does not say much because it has no doubt been designed
to recognize all religions and by that token to offend
none.
From the standpoint of those who want such prayers
in schools, why all the nervous energy? What is behind all their demands?
Do they look upon such a prayer as a method of
promulgating religion? From where I sit, this prayer
is a poor way of pushing the cause of religion. It seems
improbable, especially since the prayer is just a few
minutes of vagueness, that it will convert anyone very
substantially to the values of religion.
Do they look upon such a prayer as an opening wedge
for a more extensive and intensive program of religious
education in the public schools? At the moment, the
possibilities do not seem very great. In most school
jurisdictions, public opinion argues against such programs. People just are not excited about religious
instruction in public schools. People are not very
excited about religion.
Do they look upon such prayers as a way of at least
recognizing the role of religion in contemporary life?
Is a public prayer supposed to do what the flag salute
or the oath of allegiance is supposed to do, to recognize
the presence of certain ideals by ritual? The trouble
is that ritual, especially in these cases, easily and quickly becomes routine.
Why the worry of those who want such prayers
eliminated from the public classrooms? Perhaps they
are worried for similar reasons. Any form of preaching or prayer is revolting to them. Obviously, they do
not want prayer where their children go to school.
Certainly they will fight any attempt to include religious
programs in the public school curriculum. In short,
they do not want religion for the sake of religion to be
recognized in the classroom.
Some of these persons will argue that if religion is
to be recognized in the classroom, they should also
be given equal time to press their case against prayer
and the efficacy of prayer. According to them, the
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First Amendment should include the following interpretation: a man has the right to believe and not to
. believe, to pray or not to pray. If the constitution permits prayer in the classroom, it also permits us to fight
against prayer in that same classroom. Therefore, they
say, we demand equal time.
One could certainly argue that most of these prayers
are "watered-down" versions of democracy; they do
not help anyone. Why not leave them be? For the
same reasons, why not let them out? I feel this way
about the matter: the matter of public . prayer in the
public school is not worth all the fuss one way or the
other.
If people are so "all-fired" interested in introducing
religion into contemporary American life, there are
some ways of doing same. They can set up their own
schools and educate their children within their own
religious dimensions. In doing this, such people will
place some obvious obligations upon themselves. In
the first place, high religion demands establishing and
running the best kind of education possible. I for one
am not committed to sending my youngsters to a church
school no matter what. If the teachers and the curriculum in the religiously oriented school do not measure
up to the high standards of the intellect and intelligence, I will withdraw my youngsters. I will do that
if I am able to find a better school in the community.
Obviously the maintenance of high standards will
cost much in effort, human resources, ingenuity, and
creativity. Religious people like everyone else will
have to put their money where their mouths are. In
my books, there is no question about this.
If people of religious persuasion also plead the
case of free enterprise, they have placed another obligation upon their shoulders. In short, the free enterpriser will want religious schools to pay their own
bills. If, however, such schools take federal aid or
government help of any kind, then their mouths will
have to retreat to the silence of their own pocketbooks
or to the abdication of free enterprise principles. Many
religious and denominational schools have been taking
such aid while their constituents have been defending
free enterprise: lunch programs, school transportation
in taxpayers' equipment, construction of buildings,
N a tiona! Science Foundation grants and scholarships,
construction loans, and G.l. loans.
THE CRESSET
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Sights and Sounds

The Media in a Crisis
-------------------------------------------------------------------8

IFit were possible to look into the future, I think that
most of all I should like to see how later generations
will evaluate the manner in which we, as free citizens
of a great nation, met the challenge of the recent crisis
in our relationship with Cuba and the USSR. One
thing is certain: no adult can plead ignorance either
of the principle at stake in this crisis or of the perils
involved in the day-by-clay happenings during this crucial period. Newspaper, radio, and television coverage
was clear, concise, and comprehen ive. lt seems to me
that of the three media television was easily the most
dramatic, and the most effective in its presentation of
a "clear and pres~n t danger." As these words are being
written, the overall picture is less threatening, even
though the outcome of the issue is still unresolved.
What is the solution?
Just when war seemed to be a distinct possibility, I
read an engrossing address made by Leo Rosten at the
meeting in which the National Book Awards were made.
Mr. Rosten spoke at some length on the critical problems of our clay and on the responsibilities which free
men must assume in the face of these threats not only
to our culture but also to our very survival. It seems
to me that these brief excerpts from Mr. Rosten's "creed
to which all free men must forever hold fast" are well
worth mentioning. He says: "We must learn to seek
change without violence; we must meet fanaticism with
courage, and idealism with caution; we must be skeptical of that which is promised, but not proved; we must
be strong enough to be gentle." Above all, in his
opinion, "we must realize that the most practical things
in this world are not dynamos, nor mechanisms, nor
computers, nor aircraft; the most practical things are
ideas." Someday the world may grow so weary of wars
and weapons that we may actually be willing to listen to
ideas which involve neither armaments nor aggressions.
As a welcome relief from the tensions created by
world events TV brought us these noteworthy programs:
an hour of delightful music presented on The Ed Sullivan Show (CBS) as a well-deserved tribute to Richard
Rodgers; two outstanding presentations by worlcl-famecl
artists on The Bell Telephone Hour (NBC); the weekly
offerings 6f music old and new on the ever-popular
Firestone HuuT (ABC); and a well-made, lighthearted
version of the gay comedy The Tea House of the August
Moun on lBC. A compelling documentary, Tunnel
to Freedom (CBS), postponed from an earlier elate,
served as a poignant reminder of the unhappy state
of affairs - always present and always potentially dangerous - that exists in a tragically divided Berlin.
The dictionary defines a melodrama as "a play which
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does not observe the dramatic laws of cause and effect,
and which intensifies sentiment and exaggerates passion." The Manchurian Candidate (United Artists,
John Frankenheimer) unquestionably is melodrama.
One may justifiably call it illogical, even preposterous
and often far removed from rea lity and realism. All
these charges have some basis in truth. But despite
logic and reason The ManchuTian Candidate is designed to ho ld one spellbound from start to finish.
Since this is a chilling, spine-tingling ta le of horror
and suspense, it would be unfair to div ulge any part
of the plot. The principa ls in this eerie nightmare
are Frank Sinatra, Lawrence Harvey, Angela Lansbury,
James Gregory, ami Janet Leigh. It would be difficult
to find fau lt with their performances. One can only
say that they were superb. The supporting players,
too, merit warm applause. And special mention must
be made of George Axelrod's excellent screen play and
John Frankenheimer's fine direction.
Usually I dismiss a ~rashy film with one brief sentence at the end of this column. I shall make an exception in the case of The Chapman Report. This is
not, as l urid advertising blurbs would have us be lieve,
a serious psychological study of sexual behavior. In
my opinion, this picture is as vu lgar and as tawdry as
any J have seen in a long time. The acting is less then
mediocre, the dialog is thoroughly distasteful, and the
so-called psychological premises are ridiculous. This is
"adult" entertainment? I am sure that any intelligent
adult will find it dull and boring. But it is regrettable
that teen-agers should be exposed to such claptrap. And
make no mistake about it, they du see these meretricious
films. The sign which reads FOR ADULTS ONLY
seems to be
lure rather than a deterrent.
Gigot (20th Century-Fox, Gene Kelly) is largely a
one-man show. Jackie Gleason wrote the original
story on which the script is based, he composed the
musical score for the film, and he appears in the title
role. This is the somewhat mawkish tale of a fat,
sloppy, bleary-eyed Parisian janitor who has the misfortune to be a mute. Although Mr. Gleason does not
utter a word, his talents for pantomime and mimicry
enable him to imbue his characterization with life,
eloquence, poignancy. But the restraint, subtlety, and
delicacy that make for great art in the field of mimicry
and pantomime are lacking.
The world-renowned Vienna Boys Choir, which traces
its history back to 1498, is featured in Almost Angels
(Buena Vista, Steve Previn). Here the trite, sentimental little story about the rivalry between two boys
is unimportant. The music is the thing - beautiful!
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The

Pilgrim
"All the tmmbets sounded for him on the other side"
-PILGRIM'S PROGRESS

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -- - - - - -- - - - - -- - -BY

Dear Sons -This year, you will note, 1 am wntmg my Christmas
letter to all three of you . .. I have slowly come to
know that the swift marching of the years has made
this possible ... All three of you can now understand
what I am writing and - l hope - have begun to know
how to look and listen and learn ...
After all, this is the way all of us must come to Christmas . . . to be still while we hear the holy sound of
the Word becoming flesh . . . to be quiet, very quiet,
in the darkness of the cave at Bethlehem ... There are
some strange words in a very old book: "While all
things were in quiet silence and night was in the midst
of its course, the Almighty Word leaped down from
His heavenly throne" . . . There is also an ancient
carol which tells how He came all so still where His
mother was, like dew in April that falls on the grass
. . . So He came to Bethlehem and so we must wait
for Him to come again this Christmas midnight . . .
in silence and wonder, alone with the Alone, to see
our God with the lovely face of a child . . . to kneel
quietly before this union of heaven and earth, this
coming of the angelic captains and the princes of
eternity to welcome Him to this wayside planet in unmeasured space . . . ncl to hear beyond it all the
lullaby of the mother . . .
nd this silent wonder will be harder to hold this
year than ever before because man, for whom He came,
now has the power to commit suicide; lives, as one of
my friends says, under the sign of the mushroom, and
can soar where comets sweep . . . This man is now
more lost and lonely and bereft than in all these years
of Christmas, because his ancient empires are lost and
his new ones have no meaning or purpose or peace ...
Two of you have now left our house to go to school
far away . . . Have you begun to see some of this in
your books and your laboratories? . . . this agony of
post-modern man, this frantic noisiness, this unwillingness to see and know the God Who enw01lds Himself
in a Child in a manger and a dying man on a cross,
in bread and cup and blood, in the outstretched hand
of a beggar and the act of giving water to Him? .. .
this God Who has now come so that His unapproach·
able light becomes the new and warming glow of
candles and the wandering star shines bright and close
through the web of history and the torn fabric of our
lives? . . . this God Who has visited us to become the
Lord-with-us and the Lord-in-us and the Lord-of-us ...
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Only a few years ago I was afraid to write to you like
this, not only because you would not understand but
also because I did not want you to lose the simple
beauty of that silent, holy night ... to forget the caroling angels, the sleepless shepherds, the treasure-laden
Kings . .. to lose that moment of white light when
dark came down over our house on Christmas Eve, the
presents were under the tree, and the little carolers
from Linwood stood in the star-lit snow .. . That was
-and is - Christmas, but it is also so much more than
that ...
The ma n who knew more about that topsy-turvy
night than anyone else, except the holy family, was
probably John the Beloved . . . I am sure that again
and again he heard the story from Mary ... the shining
stars, the silent village street, the straw, the oxen, the
stable - the simple setting for the beginning and the
end of the world's love story . . . God touching the
earth ever so gently . . .
And yet, when John began to write the story many
yea rs later he began with one line beyond, beneath, and
above the stars, the shepherds, and the angels: "The
Word was made flesh and dwelt among us . . . " You
see, that is what really happened and that single line
takes the human beauty of the story which you saw
when you were children and makes it sublimely divine
. .. 1 t carries us back to a lost paradise with a forbidding
angel at the gate looking out upon men who are born
with sin, live in sin, and die from sin ... for whom life
has become an everlasting Piela - death cradled in the
arms of an unseeing humanity .. .
All this ended that night . . . Mary kissed the face
o[ her Child and God kissed our tear-strained faces
with the kiss of grace and peace . . . "The Word was
made flesh" - and the angel at the garden gate was
sent away to sing in the holy night ... and nothing was
as it had been before . . . He Who had always been
a Son now became a child ... one of His creation ...
one of our very own ... The Word - the second person of the Holy Trinity - became as God had never
been before ... for us ... for our sin and our tears ...
for us who know now that the cave is the end of the
"Now" and the beginning of the "Then" . . .
All this I can tell you now . . . One of my contemporaries wrote several years ago: "Tell me a tale before
midnight. It is later now than you think" ... It may
be - and so this is my story before midnight this
Christmas night . . . I hope you will believe it . ..
always . . .
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